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HIS GRACE 
HU. Gd 
Duke of /Vorthumbertand, 
Earl Percy, &. 


MAY IT PLEASE YOUR GRACE, 
F. ir a time when an union of counſels 
and meaſures is abſolutely requiſite 


to the preſervation of theſe realms, any 


attempt to recommend ſo noble a virtue 
as Unanimity, cannot, I flatter myſelf, 


be thought unſeaſonable. | 
A To 


2 DEDICATION. 
To an Eſſay of this kind, your Grace's 


| truly patriotic endeavours for the Public 
welfare, point you out as the moſt diſ- 


tinguſhed Patron; and it is in conſe- 


_ quence of your Grace's well-known affa- 


bility, and ſpirited meaſures for uniting 
all ranks in the national defence, that I 
have preſumed to ſolicit the honour of 


your Grace's patronage and protection to 


the ſubſequent little Poem. 


I am, with the utmoſt reſpect, 


YOUR GRACE's 


Moſt obedient, 
Moſt humble Servant, 


VAUX-HALL, 
March 13, 1780. 


JOHN MACAULAY. 


UNANIMITY; 
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HEN dire Misfortune o'er a finking land 
Extends, oppreſſor- like, her iron hand; 

When lowering ſtorms with threatening front appear, 
And wild Diſ may beſpeaks deſtruction near, 
While darkening round the proſpect heavier grows, 5 
Teeming with ills, and big with future woes; 
Then, burſting forth, the Patriot ſtands confeſt, 
And all the hero flames within his breaſt. 


Friend to his country | whoſe unbounded ſoul 
Views with capacious eye the mighty whole, 10 


Who 
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Who guides her ſacred helm with pious hands 

From raging whirlpools, and deſtructive . 

Who, tho' by fortune fenc' d, diſdains to fly 

When the ſtorm gathers, and the tempeſt's nigh : 

Such be the Peer in Britain's ſenate bold, 15 
Such be the Chief in Fame's bright liſt enroll'd, 

Such be the Man in whom all hearts agree, 


And ſuch, NoxTHUMBERLAND, be found in Tazs | 


Come, Patriot-Muſe, do thou inſpire the ſong | 
To thee the lyte and ſacred verſe belong. 20 
By thee the hero's breaſt enraptured glows 
With public good, or feels for public woes. 
The wreath divine, the laurel-circled crown, 
And all the brighter emblems of renown, 
Are thine to give; are doom'd to wait on thee, 25 
Guardian of Right, and ſoul of Liberty! 


6 Where 
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Where Ocean roaring round his wide domains, 
Viſits the ſhores of Albion's fruitful plains, 
A chalky cliff there is, tremendous, ſteep, 
Whoſe awful front o'erlooks the rolling deep. 30 
Here as the Genius of Britannia ſtood, - 
And view'd the billows of the raging flood, 
Sudden a olittering ar appears on high, 
Drawn by ſwift courſers through the liquid ſky; - 
In which, enthron'd in ſplendid glory, fate 35 
The watchful Guardian of the Gallic ſtate. 
In his glad viſage joy conſpicuous ſhone, 
With hatred deep, and malice all his own. 
Then bending oer, the ſounding laſh he plies ; 
Swift glides the car, and cuts the yielding ſkies : 40 


« Fly on, my courſers! yonder clime ſurvey, 
« Where England's Monarch bears a hateful ſway. 


B « Fly 


6 UNANIMITY; 


% Fly on, my courſers | ſoon ſhall ye behold 


© Theſe realms ſubjected, and their freedom ſold. 

« Black Diſcontent and Envy ſhall o'erthrow 45 
tc Their beſt reſolves, and lay their empire low; 

“ To Gaul's aſpiring ſons an eaſy prey, 

„ % Eclips d and ſwallow d in our brighter day.” 


This ſaid, he onward drove his ſhining car, 
intent on ills, and meditating war: 50 
1 When lo! before the gliding chariot ſtands 
| The ſacred Guardian of the Britiſh lands. 


Collected, firm, in conſcious virtue bold, 


. 


% 
— — 


His arms refulgent ſhone with burniſh'd gold. 


He waves his ſpear : the courſers backward ſtart, 55 
Scar d with the luſtre of the glittering dart. 


———_— * 
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“ Preſumptuous Power (the Britiſh Warrior cries) | 
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«© What cauſe invites thee to theſe Engliſh ſkies ? 
6 « Why 
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Why to our coaſts doſt thou purſue thy way ? 
« Thy errand tell, nor uſe a vain delay. 60 
te If generous purpoſe fire thy godlike ſoul, 
Approach ſecure, and ſpeak without controul. 
&« But if deſtructive wrong inſidious lies 


« Hid in thy breaſt beneath ſome dark diſguiſe, 
« Wiſely retreat; nor urge th unequal fray, = 
« Leſt foul diſgrace the raſh attempt repay,” 


Meanwhile the haughty Power approaching near, 
Sublime he rais'd the long protracted ſpear. 
Erect in awful majeſty he ſtood, 
In ſtature, port, and beauty, like a God. 70. 
The Gallic Power approaching from afar, 
Deſcended graceful from his ſplendid car. 
The ſteeds, obedient to their lord's command, 
Wait his return, and graze on hoſtile land. 


When 
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When thus the Power: „Nor bent on dark emprize 75 


ce 
cc 
| cc 
cc 


cc 
cc 
« 
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cc 


Nor open wrong, I quit my native ſkies. 


What nced for me to ſhake Britannia's throne ? 


Her ſons have done it, and the deed's their own. 


Far different purpoſe ſuits my high beheſt : 


Then mark the ſacred counſel of my breaſt. 80 


hs. 


* To ſhield a nation fror impending harms, 

To guide their counſels, and direct their arms; 

To bid them glory in the martial courſe, 

And ſtring their nerves with more than mortal force; 
To guard a people virtuous, juſt, and free, 85 
Is worthy heavenly Powers, and worthy Thee. 

But far from Britain and her perjur'd race 

Fair Virtue flies, and veils her ſacred face. 


In diſtant realms ſhe rears a laſting throne, 


And gilds new climes with glories once their own. 90 


&« Your 
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* Your pamper'd ſons in venal contract ſold, 


«© Barter their country and their Gop for gold. 


Enſlaved by faction and to fraud a prey, 
e They vote their freedom and their lives away. 


* Hence treaties broken, ancient faith decay d, 95 


Plunder let looſe, and facred truſt betray d. 
« Truth, Juſtice, Virtue, Liberty are fled ; 
« And Fraud and Rapine riot in their ſtead. 


e Tott'ring already on its ſinking baſe, 
© Your Britain haſtens to its own diſgrace ; 100 


« Nor will your ſoy reign power exerted all, 


ce Replace her grandeur, or prevent her fall. 


&« See firmly leagued each virtuous ſtate appear, 
« In Freedom's cauſe unknowing how to fear: 
« No more they groan beneath your Tyrant's chains, 105 


« And all America your rule diſdains. 


C ce Iberia 
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“Iberia too and Gallia nobly join | 

« To aid their arms, and help the great deſign : 

« See, ſtretch'd along, their numerous fleets combin'd 

« To {ink oppreſſion, and to free mankind. 110 
«© What force ſhall Britain to ſuch ſtrength oppoſe ? 

« Or how contend with ſuch ſuperior foes ? 

Then fly theſe fated ſhores, ere mighty ſhame 

% O'erwhelm your hoſts, and blaſt the Pritiſh name. 


i What from reſiſtleſs vengeance can enſue, 115 
ce But ruin to her ſons, and fad diſgrace to you? 
Fly then this land: and if to Gaul a friend, 


* 


ce Our ports to thee ſhall open arms extend. 

« Or if Iberia's vineyards pleaſe thee more, 

« Or the long windings of th' Atlantic ſhore, I20 
6 Timely retreat ; confirm thy doubtful voice, 


« And laſting glory ſhall await thy choice.” 


e "Tis 


« *Tis well,” Britannia's Guardian thus replies, 


(Stern anger flaſhing dreadful from his eyes) 
&« Tis well my plighted faith, in honour bound, 
0 Protects thee treading thus on hoſtile ground. 


te Did not my ſoul that ſacred tie revere, 


« Did not Diſcretion hold the pointed ſpear, 


| « Thou hadſt not dar'd, preſumptuous ! to revile 


The Prince and ſubjects of my fav rite iſle. 
Inſidious Pow'r | let faithleſs Gallia tell 

(That ſeat where guile and ranc'rous envy dwell) 
e Of treaties broken, and of faith decay d, 

« Of lawleſs rapine, and of truſt betray d.; 

e Whoſe treach'rous ſons have caſt the fatal brand 
te Of helliſh diſcord o'er Britannic land. 

« While yet in embrio lay the ſeeds of hate, 


« Ere yet contention vex'd each jarring ſtate ; 
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Ere yet Bellona, raging in the fray, 
Saw warlike troops to hoſtile rage a prey ; 140 
Your wiles accurſt, and dark inſidious arts, 


Kindled deſtructive rage in ſocial hearts, 


6 Talk not of Freedom : 'tis a Briton's theme— 
Of which your ſervile ſons may fondly dream ; 
While Power deſpotic rules with iron hand, 145 


And makes one mighty priſon of the land. 


t Nor think, proud Gaul, tho' adverſe fortune frown, 
And ſhade the glories of the Britiſh crown, 

On England's ſons thy abje& chains to bind, 

Or damp the ardours of a free-born mind. 150 


When Fortune ſmiles, with giddy joy elate 


Vou ſcorn the turnings of capricious Fate; 


Yet when her fav ring gales forget to blow, 


Fled are your tranſports, and your hopes laid low. 
| I © Not 
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* Not ſo Britannia; ſhe with equal mind. 


155 


« Or quits her frowning, or receives her kind. 


Like her own rocks, when angry Boreas raves, 


« Plows the mad ſea, and rides the foaming waves; 


« Secure ſhe ſtands, tho angry tempeſts beat, 
And ſees the billows break beneath her feet. | 
« *Midſt foreign tumults, and domeſtic jars, | 
«© The ſnares of treaſon, and the ſpoil of wars, 
« Her native ſtrength can ev'ry blaſt oppoſe, 

« And hurl defiance on her boaſting foes. 


c 


« Lur'd by the verdure of Britannia's plains,, 
When lawleſs Danes o'erſpread her wide domains, 
Long time eclips'd, our Engliſh AlrxRD lay, | 
To wait the dawning of a happier day: 

« While unſubdued the Britiſh fire remains, 
« And England vindicates her native plains. 
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Ere yet Bellona, raging in the fray, 
Saw warlike troops to hoſtile rage a prey ; 140 
Your wiles accurſt, and dark inſidious arts, 


Kindled deſtructive rage in ſocial hearts, 


«© Talk not of Freedom: tis a Briton's theme 
Of which your ſervile ſons may fondly dream; 
While Power deſpotic rules with iron hand, 145 


And makes one mighty priſon of the land. 


tt Nor think, proud Gaul, tho' adverſe fortune frown, 
And ſhade the glories of the Britiſh crown, 

On England's ſons thy abje& chains to bind, 

Or damp the ardours of a free-born mind. 150 


When Fortune ſmiles, with giddy joy elate 


Vou ſcorn the turnings of capricious Fate; 


Yet when her fav'ring gales forget to blow, 


Fled are your tranſports, and your hopes laid low. 
| = «© Not 
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* Not ſo Britannia; ſhe with equal mind. 


Like her own rocks, when angry. Boreas raves, 


„ Plows the mad ſea, and rides the foaming waves 


« Secure ſhe ſtands, tho angry tempeſts beat, 
And ſees the billows break beneath her feet. 
« *Midft foreign tumults, and domeſtic jars, | 
«© The ſnares of treaſon, and the ſpoil of wars, 
« Her native ſtrength can ev'ry blaſt oppoſe, 

« And hurl defiance on her boaſting foes. 


c 


« Lurd by the verdure of Britannia's plains, 
When lawleſs Danes o erſpread her wide domains, 
6 Long time eclips d, our Engliſh AlrRRD lay, | 
To wait the dawning of a happier day: 
« While unſubdued the Britiſh fire remains, 
And England vindicates her native plains. 


D « Emerging: 


« Or quits her frowning, or receives her kind. 
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Emerging forth, he taught their hoſts to yield 
The dear-bought wealth of many a bloody field 

Reſum'd his crown, and to the world made known, 

The arms that rais'd, can ſtill ſupport a throne. 


Perplex d with cares, and torn with wild debate, 175 


When half-divided lay the troubled ſtate ; 

When infant HENRY, rais'd to England's throne, 

(Inheritor of troubles not his own) 

Midſt civil tumults and diſputed fway, 

Saw half his realms to foreign foes a prey "oÞ 180 

Did Gallic Lewis in the cauſe prevail, 

Or proud injuſtice turn the equal ſcale ? 

No to his native ſhores repuls d he fled, 

And Britiſh Freedom rear'd her drooping head ; 

Well-pleas'd to found her empire o'er the main 185 

On England's nher day, and EDwaRPD's gloriout rvhgrn: 
2 | Need 
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Need I yet more our nearer glories trace, 
« And mark the trophies of great Tupor's race; 
“ When England's ſceptre, grac'd by Virgin ſway, 
« Gave nations law, and bade new worlds obey? 199 
« Aſk proud Iberia, when unnumber'd oars | 
« 'Sever'd the billows of her northern ſhores, 
While in the Bay her well. arm'd navy rode, 
« With warlike troops, and deathful engines ſtow'd; 
« When Rome s great Poxrirr bleſs d the hardy deed, 195 
ce And bade their wiſhes, and their arms ſucceed : 


c 


*CL#S a6 \ 


Did 8 $ bot invincible appear? 


Lad 


0 


. Os Britain trembling ſhrink with coward fear 


0 


Say, did ber fons * the martial plain, 
« Or fly inglorious through the fiery main? 200 
Let Spain the deed declare for well ſhe knows 


« Heaven's wrathful vengeance on Britannia's foes ; 


Hf 


? 
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« Whoſe mighty ſhips, by angry billows toſt, 
“In ſhatter'd fragments cover'd all the coaſt: 
« While breathleſs, pale, her mangled Warriors lay, 205; 
c Stretch:d on the beach, to hoſtile "oO a prey. 
1 or 

Learn then, nin r Dewar, tho' treach rous Galla join, 
And falſe Iberia aid the baſe deſign, 


* Confpiring each, by force or ſecret gule, 


&«. To blaſt the glories of this ſea-girt ile; | 210 
6 Barra once rous'd ſhall all your ſchemes confound, 

« And daſh your baſeleſs fabrick to the ground. 

&« League all your forces, join your warlike 2 

& And bid your navies line our winding ſhores— 

© BRITAIN UNITED, all your toils ſhall mock, | 215 
& And ſtand nerd amidſt the mighty ſhock. 
« Her gen rous ſons, inur d to martial toil, 


„Shall guard by _ ring arms their native ſoil : 
« Chiefs 


cc 
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Chiefs of renawn lead on each martial band, 
Skilful in war, and flow'r of Britiſh land : 220 
Ox heart, Oxs hand ſhall all your hopes o'erthrow— 


A Nariox wars, a Nariox gives the blow! 


* Our ſever d ſons by Gallic fraud betray d, 

Mourning the vin mutual wars have made, 

Once more cemented, ſhall repel their foes, 225 
Tho' Hell and Yau the glorious deed oppoſe. 


i Strive then no more my fix'd reſolves to ſhake, 

Or bid my feet Nee realms forſake. 

Tho! hoſtile fleets o erſpread her ſhining ſtrand, 

And fell deſtruction ſtalk'd throughout the land; 230 
Firm I'd remain, unſhaken to the end; 


Foe to her foes, and to her friends a friend. 


Then hence—and to thy darling ſons make known, 


« Nor art nor force can ſhake Britannia's throne. 


E &« Speed 
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« Speed ſwift thy flight; regain thy Gallic ſhore, 235 
ce And tempt the vengeance of this arm no more.“ 
He ſpoke—nor could the ſubtile Power reply : 
He mounts his car, and cuts the yielding ſky. 
Britannia's Guardian, glorying in his might; "ot 0 


Deſcends majeſtic from the mountain $ ba” 440 


Then to the duſty plains he bends his way, 2 


„Des 1 ** | i , 
Where Britain's ſons in martial order lay: 3 
Studious their warlike boſoms to inſpire | | — 
«22801 03 e2violer 5 xt on nad: 947192 22 


With manly ao, yp heroic fire 
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